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Skull and Cross Bones 


Author's Notes: 
| don't have a freaking clue where this came from. | thought the Slash bunnies were coming back and then it 


turned into this dark, depressing thing. Not sure why l'm sharing it. It was way more graphic in my head 
before | said, whoa, can't handle it. 


| hated days like this. 

"Did you call him? Huh? Did you?" 

"Yes, | did, an hour ago. Just sit your ass down and chill, will ya?" 

| watched Dave pace back and forth, puffing on his cigarette, one arm curled to clasp his hand up high on his 
other shoulder. He was shaking. His eyes were barely open, the dark of his irises barely visible in the slits of 


his eyelids. His face turned to me. He was so pale, which made his hair appear so red, his lips too, even. 


"Wearing a hole in the carpet isn't going to bring him here faster, Dave. Sit down" 


He plopped into the couch next to me, and | immediately | regretted him being there. The skin of his arm 
brushed against the skin of mine and the movement brought a wave of nausea up into my gut. Even his 
trembling was aggravating me. | got to my feet and went to the window. | pulled the dusty curtain back, 
peering out into the front yard. Well, it wasn't quite a front yard. There was no grass, only patches of dead 
weeds and dirt. 


We ain't in Kansas anymore, Toto 

"Do you see him?" 

| shook my head. The window was so dirty it was hard to tell really. The sky was overcast and threatening rain 
| heard a rumble overhead, saw a quick flash of light, but it could have just been my eyes blinking. Suddenly, 
movement caught my attention. Dave got to his feet and | watched him go into the bathroom, its light 
illuminating as | stared at it from the dark living room. He didn't bother shutting the door. Those formalities 
between us were long gone. All | could see were the soles of his Nike hi-tops curled at the toes against the 
tile, the denim stretched tight around his ankles. | heard him wretch. Heard the sound of liquid going into the 
toilet. 

Fuck 


Then there was a knock at the door. | didn't check to see who it was. | was way too anxious and sick to care. | 


flung open the door. 
"Johnny, oh, god, man, thank godl!" 


The guy came in, walking so calm and cool as | hovered around his side, checking his hands for the stuff we'd 


asked for. He tossed himself to the couch and lit up a cigarette. 

He exhaled slowly, and asked ,"Got my money?" 

My head turned, looking towards the bathroom. Dave was splashing his face with water. 

| called out in a voice too quiet to carry, "He's asking for money.” 

Dave came into the living room, wiping a towel down his face, his hand lingering, holding the towel around his 
neck. His eyes came to mine. No telepathy needed. | knew neither of us had any, and the prospects for it were 
far away. He looked to the guy. 


"Hey, c'mon, Johnny, you know I'm good for it. | just don't have any cash on me right now-" 


"Nope." The guy got on his feet and started for the door. "Call me when you're serious about doing business." 


"Heyl" Dave stumbled towards him, his arm outstretched. "We are serious, man, we need it!" 
He chuckled. "People in hell need ice water. That doesn't mean they get it” 
"Fuck you." 


We both watched, our hearts pounding, our heads pounding, our stomachs tied in knots, as the guy laid his 


hand on the knob and pulled the door back. 

"Wait!" 

The guy turned to Dave. 

"Can we.. negotiate.. or something?" 

Dave licked his lip and then gnawed his top teeth into it. His eyes narrowed. He was still shaking. 
"Sure. You guys hop in the car. | got someone interested." 


Without hesitation, Dave went towards the door. | followed him. | always followed him. We got into the guy's ‘Tb 
Impala, a big, hulking thing in avocado green with a black vinyl top. The doors screeched when they pulled back. | 
scooted into the front seat, the middle, with the guy behind the wheel and Dave on the other side of me. When 
he slammed the door, the whole car shook | was still sick but overwhelming anxiety calmed the nausea. I'd 
heard of "negotiating" before, and | knew what might happen if we decided to go strike a deal. My eyes went to 
our laps. Dave's long, white fingers tapped on the thigh of his jeans. He was singing something, guitaring 
something in his mind. | could tell by the way his fingers danced. 


We pulled up to a hotel, one of those downtown that have homeless people scattering around the front of it. A 
few were very obviously hookers, wearing sparkly mini-dresses and out-dated block heeled shoes. A few of the 


women heckled us as they saw Dave in the passenger seat with the window rolled down 
"White bitch!" 


The wind blew his long curls out along the side of the car. His skin was so white and flawless. They were 
jealous of him. | was jealous of him. Without looking at them, he put his middle finger up. Soon we were in the 
parking lot, pulling in front of one of the doors of the concrete stretch of building. Dave got out and | followed. 
| noticed the wrought iron railing that circled the puny, kidney shaped pool, once painted white, now flaking and 
showing the black underneath it. The water was foggy, a little milky looking. The air was thick with chlorine 
smell. | imagined the disease floating around in it like sick, gray tadpoles. 


"Junior." 


| turned to follow Dave's voice as the guy passed him and stepped onto the walk that lined the side of the 


building. The wind flapped Dave's hair out behind him, towards me, coming at me in one wave like a flapping 


tongue. 

We came to a stop, the guy leaning his shoulder against the frame and banging his knuckle over his shoulder 
to hit the door. He lowered his cigarette and blew a stream of smoke in front of him. He grinned as he looked 
at us. Dave brought his chin to his shoulder, me just seeing his lips, his thick, curly fringe hiding his eyes. 
"We don't talk about this. Never. Got it?" 

"Okay." 

The door opened and the guy stepped inside, disappearing into the darkness. Dave followed, and then me. The 
room was as shitty as the outside. Two full size beds took up the whole room, covered in orange and brown 
floral polyester bedspreads. There was an old seventies, green glass lamp on a small table in the corner. Two 
men, maybe early forties, but thickly built were standing in front of the beds. They both looked at Dave like he 
was a Playboy centerfold One reached up to touch Dave's chin but he leaned away. 

"Nice." 

He turned his head, bringing his eyes to Johnny. "Let us have the stuff first-" 


"Nope, that's not how this works, Dave, and you know it." 


In profile, | could see Dave nibble his lip. Suddenly, one of the men grabbed him by his waistband and tossed 


him on the bed, his hair fanning out around his head on one side. 
"Take your shirt off" 


Dave fingered the hem of his t-shirt and then yanked it over his head, exposing the white of his chest, the 
thin trail of orange hair that disappeared into his jeans. 


"This one too?" 
The other man motioned at me, stepping closer. 


"No" My eyes found Dave as he propped himself up on one of his elbows. "He's not part of the deal, just me. 


Take it or leave it." 


That's when the man in front of him grabbed him by his ribs and hoisted him up towards the headboard. He 
lifted up high enough in the air that his hair came up around his face as he came back down. The bed springs 


screamed and screeched as his body bounced several times until it stilled. 


"Fix my friend!" Dave yelled, his eyes locked on mine before looking at Johnny. "Fix him now!" 


The hulking man stood on the bed on his knees, walking towards Dave, straddling his legs. He was unbuckling his 
pants. 


"DO IT NOWI!" he screamed. 


Johnny handed me a little packet of stuff and a pipe. | tried not to look, but the man was on top of Dave, 
mouthing all over his chest, his hands gabbing fistfuls of his hair as Dave groaned with disgust. His eyes found 
me. They pleaded. 


"Wait for me in the bathroom. Go!" 


| hurried across the room, passing the other man, who palmed my ass as | went by. | heard Dave mumble 
something inaudible, the tone almost comforting, before he yelped out. | went into the bathroom and huddled in 
between the toilet and the bathtub. | looked at the ball of smack in my hand. | wouldn't smoke it. No, | couldn't. 
| wouldn't pacify myself while Dave was out there getting god-knows-what done to him. | could suffer. | would 
suffer like he was, only | wouldn't. I'd gotten off easy.. because of him. 


An hour had gone by, an hour of muffled noises, sometimes the men making grunting, pig-like sounds, 
sometimes moans. Sometimes | heard Dave's higher pitched, gravelly voice yell something at them. Sometimes | 
heard him cry out, and it was usually followed by the men's laughter. | was sick to my stomach. | vomited into 
the bathtub, too full of self-loathing and hatred for these men, this disease, to do anyone the courtesy of 
vomiting into the toilet. | stared at the splatter of yellow and pink liquid, a few chunks here and there. My 


noise stung from acid. | put my head down on the cool porcelain of the tub's rim, letting the tears come out. 


| heard the front door slam and | lifted my head. | wanted to run out and find my friend, but | was too scared 


as to what I'd find. | stayed in my spot, a coward, until the bathroom door eased open. 
"Dave?" 


He came in, his back to me, and then turned on the sink He splashed water all over his face and chest, 
coughing a little. His pants were unzipped. He cupped his hand to catch water and then splashed it all against his 
abdomen and into the V of his open fly, his fingers going down into the denim. 


"Are you okay?" 
After a moment, he said, "Don't talk. Forget it." 


He brought both hands under the faucet, catching water into the cup of his hands. He bent down to slurp at 

the water, most of it running down his forearms and dripping off his elbows in squiggly drops. Then he turned 
and squatted next to me, looking as normal as he always did, except that the frame of his hair, his face, and 

chest were wet and still dripping with water. He took a hold of the stuff in my hands and began working it. He 
yanked a wad of tinfoil from his front jean pocket. He unfolded it and began working. In seconds he had it all 


ready. 


"Was it worth it?" | asked, watching him suck the smoke up in through the straw, his lips redder, a little 


swollen. His eyes closed so peacefully as he exhaled. 

His dark eyes opened and came to me. "Do | have a choice?" 

"You didn't have to do that for me." 

He nodded, his eyes looking down to his hands. "Yeah, | did" 

"Nlo-" 

"| got you into this mess, didn't |?" 

He sucked up some more of the milky white flowing smoke through his straw before he handed it to me. He 
held the foil, the lighter beneath it, for me as | drew the heroin in to my lungs. | closed my eyes, letting the 
peace wash through me. | imagined it as a green fog, a skull and cross bones hovering in it. My eyes opened. | 
studied Dave as he took the straw from me. A tear slipped down his cheek and he bent his hand back, the 
straw away from his face, as he used the bend of his wrist to wipe it away. My hand pushed into his hair at 
his forehead, clearing his face. His eyes lifted to mine but still looking at me from under his brow. His jaw 
flexed. 

"This is the last time, right?" 

His eyes went back to watch his hands fiddling with the foil, the lighter, the straw. 


"Sure. Whatever you say.” 


